CHAPTER DC

1 must have liberty
Withal, as large a charter as the wind,
To blow on whom I please.

SHAKESPEARE,

IT was almost dawn when the last car drove away
from Clifton and when Doreen went up to bed,
tired but radiantly happy.  She slept well into the
next day, coming down to tea, and wondering
to find the hours so topsy-turvy.    Charles
her, and she was surprised to find that they
to have tea alone in the library together.    She
thought perhaps this was the beginning of a
era, and that Hilda Neale had realised that her
reign was over, and that now they would want
to be alone.   But Charles instantly told her
had happened,

"She is in bed with a temperature/1 he
<sl don't know what happened* but she did
feel too well last night.   Probably she overworked
at the party.    She is one of those people
spare themselves nothing at all, you know/*

"Is she really 21?"

He made a little grimace,   ** She is not the
who sham/*

Doreen  said:   "She          been                  me

rather a lot.    You see, Fve
she didn't like me.   She never has done*   1
also that she never will like me,               she.

doesn't want to, and yet I        the
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